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20 ANNIVERSARY CELEBRATION 
A reunion is planned on June 27, 2010 to honor the rich heritage of our early 
Founder's and residents of Lake Creek, OR. 


Families old and new are invited as well as former residents. Step back in time. 
Bring your stories, photos, cameras and enjoy an afternoon in the park. 


There will be a tri tip Barbecue served at 12:00 noon, catered by the Applegate 
‘Lions Club. $10.00 per person, a childs menu of hotdogs & chips for $3.00 up to 
age 10. Please make reservations by June 23. Call: 541-826-1513 or email: 


lakecreekhistoricalsociety@hotmail.com. Gates open at 11:00 am. 


Lake Creek board members, volunteers and residents have been busy since 1990 
preserving the past. There are historic exhibits in The Pioneer Hall. Swing 
boards, quarterly newsletters with history, photos and stories of our early settlers. 


We have a request: PLEASE! PLEASE! do not park around the Lake Creek Store 
building. That parking area is for customers ONLY! THANK YOU!!! 
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oO Anniversary 


When we think of celebrating the Lake 
Creek's Historical Societies 20" year 
Anniversary. Our thoughts go to Ralph 
Wehinger, because with out his vision and 
boundless energy we would not be 
celebrating this wonderful event. 

Ralph saw the need to preserve our rich 
Lake Creek heritage and went to work. He 
formed the Lake Creek Historical Society, 
becoming the first president. Since LCHS 
needed a facility to call home, he negotiated 
with the Lake Creek Community Club for the 
old Community Hall. He also obtained a 
long-term lease from Cascade Ranch for the 
land upon which the building sits. He then 
found the funding necessary to renovate the 
building and bring it to modern standards, at 
the same time preserving the hall's original 
character. Once completed, the hall’s name 
was changed to the Pioneer Hall. 

Another of Ralph’s major achievements 
was the restoration and preservation of Lost 
Creek Covered Bridge. When Ralph began 
the project, the bridge needed major 
restoration. Ralph put together the funding 
required to completely remove the bridge 
from its footings, and make all the needed 
repairs. 

In December 2002, Lake Creek lost one of 


its modern day pioneers, Ralph Wehinger. 
Artic from the Lake Creek Newsletter Summer 2004 by Ron Walch 
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PARK BENCHES 


In the Spring 2010 newsletter I asked if 
anyone would be interested in tearing some 
benches apart and rebuilding them for the 
park. Mr. Carl Christian came forward and 
did just that. He cut down 6 large benches 
and made 12 smaller benches, he also 
painted them. Elmer Maloney helped by 
reinforcing them. So now we have 12 very 
nice benches, which is history preserved. 
Since the original benches were built in the 


1940's. A big TNanks goes out to these 
two men! mjm 
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CORRECTION 


Do to a typo error in the Spring 2010 
newsletter and because history is so 
important to keep correct. Please change 
the last sentence in the story by Dorothy 
‘George’ Christensen. (He passed away in his 
sleep in 1995 at the age of 97 not 87). 

This sentence is just above the picture of 
Faye and Loyd George beginning their life 
together on their honeymoon. mjm 
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APRIL DINNER 


Doug Devine gave a presentation on “The 
Raising the Hunley... A Civil War Mystery” 

Doug Devine, owner of Pacific Survey 
Supply, Medford spoke on how they found 
the submarine and how they were able to 
remove it out of the murky waters of 
Charleston harbor in South Carolina on 
August 2000. Hunley was the first 
submarine to sink a surface vessel, the 
Housitonic, in battle. 


His presentation was enjoyed by all. 
mjm 
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NEW DISPLAY AT PIONEER HALL 


We were given a copy of the Oregon School 
Register, Record Book, School District No. 
39. (Brownsboro School) The school years 
are from 1906-1912. This was donated by 
Linda ‘Tucker’ Debrick (father Lowell Tucker). 
The original book belongs to the Tucker 
family. (Margaret Louise ‘Henry’ Day Barney 
Cook). It looks like her grandfather was on 
the schoo! board since there is a R.E. Tucker 
that signed a few pages in the book. 
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SATURDAY 29" WORK DAY 


The park got a good grooming by Dwight 
Pech. The flower beds are free of weeds and 
cedar trees because of the hard work by 
Betsy Sarthou and Georgina Kennedy. 
Jacque Sarthou and Elmer Maloney gave the 
benches another coat of paint. THANK 
YOU!! 

If anyone would like to put a stain on the 
band shell and fence we could use your help. 
OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK OK 


THANKS! THANKS! THANKS! 


In March 2010, Rich and Mary Czarapata 
cleaned the hall and also cleaned the 
upholstery of all the chairs. 

In April 2010, Anna Arritola and her father 
cleaned the hall. Her father being a window 
washer, cleaned all the windows. 

In May 2010, Monika and Oliver 
Nussbaum cleaned the hall. 

A wonderful job done by all!! 

I know there are people that stop by and 
pull weeds and other outside jobs, when I 
.am not at the hall and you Know who you 
are. Thanks and many Thanks! 

Thanks, Pat Whitney for proofing the 


—newsletter. 


Thanks to Mary Richter for 3 chairs! 


I also want to Thank all that host!! 
Marilyn Maloney 
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NEWSLETTER 


In September we wish to highlight Amy 
Grissom and Amber Owen. Please send in 
your stories! Get all those memoiries down 
on paper or on a cassette. Off course you 
can write a story about anyone that meant or 
means a lot to you. If you would like to be 
interviewed, please call or write the LCHS. 


We are working on getting all the passed 
interviews copied and in our library for 
everyone to check out and read. We have a 
lot of history in our area. 
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Qt of July Picnic in the Park. 


Please bring your own meat to barbeque and 
a side dish to share with everyone else. 
Place: in the LCHS park at 5:30 pm. 
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COMMUNITY BREAKFAST 


If you have not attended one of the monthly 
breakfasts I would suggest that you do so. 
Rich and Shirl Bandy organize these each 
month. So bring your favorite breakfast dish 
to share with everyone. 


Held on second Sunday of 
each month at 8:30 am. 


SUMMER HOURS OPEN 
WED-FRI-SAT-------- 10 am - 3 pm 


SUNDAY -- - - - - - -- 12 noon- 4 pm 
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MEMORIES OF NANA AND PAPA 


By Sherry “Kirker’ Coberly-granddaughter 
Daughter of Celeste ‘Burrell’ Kirker 


Schoo! was out and the car was packed the 
night before, as we'd leave early the next 
morning for the Buckhorm Ranch in Lake Creek, 
OR. These were undoubtedly the best times of 
my life growing up. The unconditional love from 
my grandparents, not only for me but also for 
others left me with memories I'll cherish forever! 
No one went to their home and left hungry! 
Nana even fed the chickens well ... maybe 
because we were having them for dinner! 

Nana was not afraid of hard work or lots of 
fun! A fearless nighthawk when it came to 
raccoons and her chickens. She thought nothing 
of getting up in the middle of the night when 
she'd hear her chickens being badgered by 
raccoons. Fearless, she’d go, with her boots on, 
shotgun and short PJ’s to get those darn 
raccoons. 

Nana was a Christian women with a BIG heart, 
especially for those in need! I remember her 
and Papa taking in a family that stayed in the 
little house on the creek that Dwight had built. 
These folks claimed to be in hard times, unable 
to even feed their little girl. So, of course Nana 
provided eggs, meat from her locker and 
vegetables from her garden, whenever they 
needed something. They would frequently bring 
her nice things like dishes, silverware, linens and 
such. I remember her telling me what beautiful 
things they would bring to her. “Such nice 
people” she’d say! Nana said they would go 
away for short periods, looking for work!...but 
always returned with no luck. She always helped 
out by watching their little girl when they would 
leave. I guess you could say, Nanas big heart 
helped aid and abet wanted fugitives. These 
people were wanted in over three states for 
robberies they had been committing!! I’m sure 
nana’s love made a difference in that little girl’s 
life thought! We're probably using and eating off 
those stolen goods they so “kindly” gave 
her...today. God Bless her heart!!! 

In my adventures at the ranch, I remember 
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Papa driving a school bus for many years. If we 
made it up to the ranch before their school was 
out, I would get to ride on the bus with him to 
pick up the kids from school. I remember him 
stopping at the Lake Creek General Store so the 
kids could buy candy. Papa would give a nickel 
to those kids that didn’t have any money, so 
they could buy candy too! Can you imagine that 
happening in today’s world? He was a quiet 
man. I'd sit on his lap sometimes in the early 
mornings in his old wicker chair, while he drank 
his boiled coffee, (you could stand a fork in it) 
and watched him roll his own cigarettes. After 
watching him and Nana milk the cows and make 
their own butter and cottage cheese, I just 
couldn't drink the fresh cow milk. He told me 
one day that it wasn’t cow milk, it was giraffe 
milk. I never could find them in the pasture out 
back but he convinced me they came around all 
the time. I drank the giraffe milk, but not that 
yucky fresh cow milk! Now I don’t know if my 
reddish hair was turning blonde yet, but I know 
now I was destine to be blonde! Only my 
beloved papa could convince me of that one!! 

And God bless his heart! When that horrible 
flood came past their ranch and they had to run 
to higher ground fast, what did he grab? Not 
one, but two of Nanas fancy dresses and headed 
for the barn! Now that’s a Papa after my own 
heart! 


Ozie - Mindy - Sherry - Arthur 
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NANA AND PAPA BURRELL 


By Mindy ‘Burrell’ Sakraida-granddaughter 
Daughter of Dwight Burrell 


So much of my life and my good memories 
include my “Nana and Papa”, aka, Ozie and 
Arthur Burrell. Their son, Dwight Burrell, was my 
dad. He died tragically in a car accident when he 
was 28 years of age. He had had a brain tumor 
and had gone through surgery successful, only to 
be taken by that accident. As I was only 2 years 
old when it happened, I really never 
remembered my dad, but Nana and Papa kept 
his memory alive for me. They were the 
greatest gift in my life! 

Nana worked with unlimited energy on the 
ranch ... irrigating the large fields for hours each 
day in the summer, walking what seemed like 
miles, milking, gardening, and taking care of 
everything with my Papa on the ranch. She 
somehow worked all morning and then went to 
the house and cooked a big dinner. It was 
nothing for Nana to go to the garden and get 
some fresh vegetables; pick blackberries for a pie 
and make the pie; kill the chicken and pluck the 
feathers, and then fry it for dinner!! She did all 
this after doing chores all morning!! 

We would take a little rest in the afternoon 
(not too long .. half an hour) and then she would 
be ready to go again. We would have to put on 
our rubber boots (safety from rattlesnakes) and 
then she would go with us down to the 
swimming hole and jump right in with us. She 
never knew how to swim, though the water was 
deep. She would dog paddle and play with us. 
(Now mind you, Nana was around 50 years old 
when I was born, and she was swimming with us 
thought my teen years, probably in her late 
60’s). Some afternoons we would go ‘visiting’ 
some of the neighbors. We would have a piece 
of pie and glass of iced tea with one of her 
friends and have a wonderful time on a hot 
summer afternoon! 

Some evenings after dinner we would go 
camping a cross the creek on the mountain. 
Nana would load up blankets, marshmallows, 
flashlights and ‘canned’ fire (sterno) on the 
tractor trailer and we would sleep out under the 
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stars in the summer. 

Nana had a Jersey milk cow for many, many 
years and that cow was named Lucky. When I 
was probably about 9 years old I went with Nana 
to the “sale” at 4 Corners in Central Point. She 
was the high bidder on the small calf and we put 
Lucky on the floor by my feet in the pickup cab 
to take her home! 

Nana and my mom would meet in Eagle Point 
to get us kids when we were going out to the 
ranch to stay. (We lived in Phoenix.) We would 
met at “the lockers” better known now as the 
Butte Creek Mill, Eagle Point, OR. 

Nana worked hard and played hard with my 
three brothers and me. As though having the 
four of us at the ranch sometimes wasn’t enough 
Nana would stop by Jody and Willard Walchs and 
pick up some of their kids!! Sometimes it was 
Olen, “Little” Willard, Greg, and Becky who got in 
the pickup with all of us, to go spend the night at 
the ranch! Nana would stop at the Lake Creek 
Store and we got to go in and pick out our 
favorite candies and have our very own bag...a 
big treat! We could go behind the glass cases 
and get our favorites. 

Nana taught me manners and bible scriptures 
and about helping others and about 
unconditional love. We would get ready on 
Sundays and go to the little church in Lake Creek 
(Lake Creek Pioneer Hall). Nana would wear her 
white gloves and would sing hymns off key very 
loudly and I loved sitting with her! She and Amy 
Grissom had an Easter Egg hunt, if I remember 
correctly. Nana would go to Amy’s and would 
dye dozens of eggs for it! 

On summer evenings sometimes we would go 
to Adolph and LaVerne Pechs to visit. I knew all 
about Virginia and the triplets and knew Sis and 
Eunice Pech. Chuck Stanley was a friend of 
Nana and I knew him through the years and, as 
an adult, would see him and we would remember 
my dad, Nana and Papa. Juanita Stokes, Bob 
and Camille Gilkey and of course Earnest 
Hostutler. They were all friends and neighbors of 
Nana and Papa and I have fond (but faint) 
memories of all of them 

When it was time for me to go to college (I 
attended OSU, graduating in 1974). Nana was 
worried about me, even thought she thought it 
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was a good thing to do. It was while I was away 
those four years that Papa passed away and 
Nana sold the ranch. My years growing up at 
the ranch and having unconditional love from my 
Nana and Papa had a huge influence on my life 
and I attribute so much that I know and believe 
to those two special people. 

At Nana’s 90" birthday party at the 
Presbyterian Church in Phoenix, that she 
attended after she left Lake Creek, she had a 
church full of friends celebrating her birthday and 
who loved her!! She passed away about 2 
weeks after the surprise party, after suffering a 
stroke. I knew the day Nana died that no one on 
earth had ever loved me as much as she did ... 
unconditionally. I was so blessed to have her in 
my life, as I know many other were as well. 


MORE OF MINDY’S MEMORIES 


Papa, aka Arthur Burrell, loved his Prince 
Albert tobacco, which he rolled to make his 
cigarettes. As a child I loved those tobacco cans 
and would go hunting grasshoppers and put 
them in the cans so we could go fishing on the 
South Fork of the Little Butte Creek, across from 
the ranch. I never hear “Prince Albert” without 
thinking of Papa! 

He would get up at 4 am with his cowboy 
books he liked, sitting and reading next to the 
wood stove in the kitchen. You could always find 
him there early in the morning. Besides his 
coffee, he always made a pot of oatmeal. He 
loved playing Canasta, and I learned it at a 
young age. His favorite saying that I took from 
those games so long ago is,” you caught me with 
my pants down”! He was known to say that 
whenever he lost! 

I had no idea that Dwight Pech was named for 
my dad until about 10 years ago. My cousin 
Sherry was visiting from California, so we went 
to Lake Creek to see the ranch and stopped at 
the store to look around. I was asking the 
person in the store if they knew Ozie and Arthur 
Burrell who lived on the old Buckhorm Ranch. 
Someone that was in the store at the time 
overheard me asking and came over to me. He 
told me that he was Dwight Pech and that he 
was named after my dad!! It was a wonderful 
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discovery for me, because, as you remember my 
dad (Dwight Burrell) died when I was two years 
of age! 


ai ‘ 
Noelle-Mindy-Nicole 


MY GREAT NANA, OZIE BURRELL 


By Nicole Sakraida 
Great granddaughter of Ozie Burrell 
(daughter of Mindy ‘Burrell’ Sakraida) 


I feel blessed to have had her in my life for 9 
years and to share my birthday with her and my 
twin sister “Noelle” 

Nana was 81 when I was born, and she always 
thought it was the best gift my mom ever gave 
her!! I remember Nana always playing “button, 
button who's got the button”. She would say the 
phrase and have us look for the button around 
the house. It was an innovative way for us to 
have fun and be silly together without her having 
to move around much! 

Nana used to love the Pear Blossom Parade. 
She would go to the parade with my mom 
(Mindy), dad and all 4 of us great grandchildren. 
We would sit in front of Pappy’s Pizza eating 
chicken and chips. She’d sit in a lawn chair with 
a blanket, clap and wave! She was always very 
patriotic, and stood with her hand over her heart 
whenever the flag went by on a float. I loved 
the parade with Nana! 

I mostly remember Nana’s presence and the 
way my mom always spoke about my Nana. 
Even though I was only 9 when she passed 
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away, I knew she was a great person. She was 
a woman to admire with a great heart and such 
a good role model to us all. She understood the 
value of hard work and high morals. My mom 
(Mindy) and her friend would have two big 
garage sales each year when we were kids. 
Nana would drive over in her little white car (a 
Pinto) and bring sandwiches, chips and soda for 
all of us. I will never see a Underwood chicken 
sandwich without thinking of her. She was a 
great supporter of our lemonade sales when she 
came! I remember how she loved marshmallow 
candy “peanuts”. How I waited for Nana to 
come for the garage sale! 
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MY MOTHER'S SISTER 


By Marlene ‘Fuller ‘Vieisides 


My mother’s sister; Ozie Burrell as I remember 
her and her husband Arthur and their ranch The 
Burrell Ranch (Buckhorn Ranch). 

My first memory of Aunt Ozie and Uncle Arthur 
on their beautiful ranch in Oregon must have 
been in the 1940's. I am an identical twin so my 
visit was always shared with her and were 
always finding something to do that we had 
never DONE BEFORE. Truly, just watching Aunt 
Ozie milk the cows, gather the eggs, kill a 
chicken, pluck the feathers and cook it, check on 
the cattle, check the irrigation ditches, clean the 
irrigatiqn ditches, harvest her garden, pick 
cherries, muck out the barn stalls and I guess 
you get the picture, we were really pressed to 
keep up with her. Uncle Arthur loved to sit in his 
rocker by the wood stove in the kitchen and read 
when he wasn't cutting wood, mending fences, 
mowing and haying, branding the cattle, 
rounding up the cattle and a lot of other things 
girls weren’t supposed to do. 

Aunt Ozie made the best fried chicken, home- 
made bread, blackberry or peach cobblers and 
there was always enough to feed anyone that 

just drapped in around dinnertime. Her beds 
were always clean and ready for anyone that 
wanted to spend the night or longer. As a young 
child our visits were always too short, as we 
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always wanted to live on the ranch not just visit. 
I am Sure we were not the only ones that just 
loved being on the ranch and being a part of 
their lives. 

The very special part of my story is that my 
husband and children had the opportunity to 
experience some wonderful times on the ranch 
as I had. We spent a lot of time there for many 
summers. I have three sons and they all 
remember the things they did on the ranch that 
they couldn't have done anywhere else. I 
remember one time when Aunt Ozie gave them 
her 22 rifle and told them to go over the hill and 
kill some squirrels. I almost fainted when I 
found out, as I think the only gun they had ever 
fired was a BB gun. Pretty soon they came back 
really happy and excited because they had killed 
a big bird. Well Aunt Ozie almost fainted when 
she saw it. She started exclaiming very excitedly 
that they had shot a grouse and they were out of 
season and she was sure the game warden 
would arrest us all if he came by. She had that 
grouse plucked, cut up, cooked and we ate the 
evidence before ANYONE came by. 

The swimming hole at the creek at the end of 
the road to the house was a favorite of everyone 
in the family. There was a big boulder that had 
a pool at its base that was more exciting than 
any swimming pool high diving board we had 
ever dove from. The creek was clean, cold and 
always refreshing on a hot day. I remember 
picnics there on the fourth of July and there were 
always a lot of locals that just came for the 
company and good fun. One of the best trout I 
have ever eaten was caught right out of that 
creek. Aunt Ozie didn't like to eat fish but she 
would fry them all up for us and they would be 
gone in a flash. . 

We usually got to go to the local fair and 
watch some of the Burrell grandkids show their 
animals. It seems like they all won a lot of blue 
ribbons. Onetime she had a bunch of yearling 
cattle that she wanted to take to the auction. 
Well, my family and my sisters’ family were 
visiting at the time and we were really enjoying 
watching them round up those yearlings. She 
had two men from over the hill helping her but 
they were having a little trouble getting them up 
to the pen. She saw all of us just watching and 
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they were having a little trouble getting them up 
to the pen. She saw all of us just watching and 
yelled at us to get off that fence and come help. 
You talk about a wild round up, I don’t know 
who was more afraid us or the cattle. We would 
run one way and they would come back and she 
would be shouting at us to “wave them off”. We 
did our best but we all had on rubber boots as 
the meadow was wet and we really couldn’t keep 
up with them. She was really getting agitated at 
our ineptness. I remember running as fast as I 
could go and slipping and falling flat on my back 
right in front of the herd. I had visions of being 
trampled as I could see the steam coming out of 
their nostrils as they ran by me. 

Finally, Aunt Ozie decided they needed to 
saddle up a couple horses as now WE (the city 
slickers), had just got them so spooked. They 
would never catch them on foot. Once they got 
the horses it was easy and after it was all over 
she assured me that those cattle would have 
never ran over me but I didn’t believe her then 
and still don’t. 

The Burrell Ranch was not a dude ranch and 
we were all expected to do some kind of work 
for our keep. The issue was never pressed but 
we all found jobs we could do that would help 
them out a little I know my three sons thought 
it would be fun to drive the tractor and help with 
the haying but after a couple of days lifting those 
heavy bales they decided it really wasn’t that 
much fun. They had more fun going up to the 
bar and jumping down in the soft hay and other 
things that were really not on the things to do 
list. They remember, as do I, of following Auntie 
with her flashlight in the pitch black darkness on 
a “coon hunt”. We never saw a coon but we felt 
like we were on a BIG GAME hunt. At the time, I 
didn’t really know what a coon was. 

I remember picking blackberries from bushes 
that were taller that the house then going to the 
kitchen to can some and make delicious jam with 
the rest. There was always a lug of peaches or 
some kind of food that needed canning. I do 
know that I still admire and respect anyone that 
cans their own food because it truly was hot 
hard work. Visits to the little Lake Creek Store 
were always special. You could always get slab 
bacon or some item you couldn't get in town. 
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One summer my sister and I decided we would 
quit smoking on this trip. We didn’t last long 
our own with his tobacco. Well, that didn’t last 
long either. We singed our eyelashes trying to 
light them and decided we would have to drive 
ALL THE WAY to the Lake Creek Store to buy 
some. 

There are some many more wonderful 
memories of our times on the ranch and they 
were all happy times. It was a great chance for 
us to get away from city life and really appreciate 
nature and the freedom of wide-open spaces. I 
remember Uncle Arthur and the neighbor Earnest 
playing Canasta and laughing at us when we 
lost. The dark skies at night with the stars so 
bright it seemed like you could touch them and 
the total darkness when there was no moon. I 
remember sleeping outside when it was too hot 
upstairs and waking up to the morning sun 
shimmering on the tall trees on the mountain in 
front of the house. I remember the stillness and 
how you could hear a big logging truck for miles 
before it came into view. 

I guess the best memories are the ones of 
family. We always had a chance to be with our 
Oregon family and it seems like we will always 
have a special bond. Aunt Ozie and Uncle Arthur 
were the nucleus that drew us all together and 
their loving acceptance of us and their generous 
hospitality were true examples that have 
influenced me for sure. I know that others as 
well, learned how trustworthy honest people live 
there lives. When we would attend the small 
church or visit neighbors you could sense the 
honest respect and mutual admiration they had 
with everyone. 

My mother, Marie ‘Malcolm’ Fuller and her 
sister Ozie ‘Malcolm’ Burrell were truly loving and 
devoted sisters that were always there for each 
other and I, Marlene “Fuller Vieisides am so 
blessed to claim them as my family. 
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Aunt Ozie and Niece Marlene ‘Fuller’ Vielsides 
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Great Aunt Ozie and Nick Vleisides 


By Nick Vleisides, great nephew 


I thought I died and gone to heaven every 
summer for a number of years during the mid- 
60’s. For a Southern California beach kid to have 
a great Aunt who owned a large working ranch 
in Southern Oregon for us to visit was out of this 
world. I can honestly say those were the best 
and most memorable summers for my childhood. 
I fell in love with the Buckhorn Ranch and this 
amazing woman Ozie Burrell (my grandmother's 
sister). The memories are almost too 
innumerable to recount. Milking cows; feeding 
chickens and pigs; irrigating fields; driving a 
tractor; swinging from the rafters in the barn; 
fishing the creek in front of the house; learning 
to shoot a rifle; looping off the head of a chicken 
for the first time and eating it an hour later; 
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eating real ranch bacon cooked on a potbellied 
stove along with homemade oatmeal! with real 
cow's milk (yuk on the milk!); picking 
blackberries; riding a horse; teasing Chico the 
ornery bull; sleeping under the stars on the 
porch. A part of my manhood was formed on 
that ranch even though the summers were too 
few and the time too short. I wouldn't trade 
those times for anything and I relive them often 
whenever I walk into a barn or shoot a rifle or 
fish a creek or see an alfalfa field or a bale of 
hay or chopped firewood. I would give anything 
to have just a few weeks on Buckhorn Ranch 
today with my kids. It was idyllic for me yet I 
know it was a working ranch and a hard life for 
my Aunt Ozie and Uncle Arthur. It was hard 
work on the ranch but it was a good life. Aunt 
Ozie could remember so many stories and tell 
them all with us kids hanging on every word. 
She had a smile and laugh that ministered to the 
soul if you got to be around her for any length of 
time. The Buckhorn Ranch and Aunt Ozie will be 
a part of me forever! 
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MOTHER AND PAPA BURRELL 


By Marie “Burrell” Unruh Jackson 
Daughter-in-law 


I married Dwight Arthur Burrell (Ozie and 
Arthur's son) in June, 1948. I will refer to them 
as Nana and Papa, although I called them 
Mother and Papa. Anyway, Dwight built us a 24’ 
x 24’ house across the road from the driveway to 
the folks’ house, on the banks of Little Butte 
Creek. My little home had cement floors, no 
electricity and no water pumped to the house, 
but we got along just fine. Being in love helped a 
lot. 

We had an Aladdin lamp, which was brighter 
then most light bulbs. The kitchen had a sink 
and we put a large bucket underneath the drain 
hole and I could pour water down the drain, then 
Dwight would empty the bucket for me. In those 
days the creek water was not contaminated so 
we hauled water from it for all uses. I had a 
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wood cook stove (the only heat in the house) 
and I had never cooked on one before, so I was 
elated when I learned to bake a cake 
successfully in it. The outhouse was a little way 
from our house and that was the hardest to get 
used to, but finally I did. I was a city girl and 
everything in the country was new and very 
different to me. I was scared to death to make a 
trip to the outhouse by myself, after dark, so 
poor Dwight always went with me. 

When I was pregnant with my oldest son, 
Mike, in the fall of 1948 (62 years ago). When a 
girl was pregnant, she could hardly wait till she 
could wear maternity clothes. Now the pregnant 
girls wear tight t-shirts to maximize their 
tummies. I had one maternity outfit for “dress’- 
it was a grey skirt and jacket (I can still see it) 
and I was very proud of it because we were not 
rich and I loved my maternity dress. Nana had 
old, stretched-out clothes lines in the back yard 
but most of the time, weather permitting, she’d 
drape her newly washed clothes over the fence 
bordering the pasture next to the house. One 
day I did our laundry at the house, my maternity 
dress included, and draped my clothes over the 
fence, as Nana did. Well, Nana had a big sow 
who was in the pasture next to the house that 
day-I went into the house and went back out 
about 20 minutes later, and I was just in time to 
see “Baby”, the sow, blissfully chewing and 
eating my much-loved dress! She ate the whole 
thing as I was screaming at her to put it down, 
etc, etc, then stood there and burped at me! I 
could have killed that pig, but I didn’t have a 
gun! I didn’t get another maternity dress, either, 
to add insult to injury 

We lived in our little house until Mike was a 
year old ,then we moved to Phoenix, Oregon. 

Nana raised sheep and she let me have the 
“Bummer” lambs, whose mothers either died or 
they rejected their babies. They had to be kept 
inside to keep warm so Dwight and I fixed a big 
box by the wood stove. They had to be fed 
about every 3 hours, day and night. Lambs tend 
to be pretty vocal when they want their bottles, 
so our little house fairly shook with Baa-baa- 
baas. I had 5 babies at once one time and that 
was a little hectic. When they were bigger and 
could bounce their big box over, I let them have 
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the run of the house and me (with my mop in 
hand), right behind them. When they were 
bigger and began to jump on and off the couch, 
it was time to put them outside during the day. 
Dwight built a pen and I still brought them inside 
at night because of coyotes, or other animals 
until they were big enough to go across the road 
and be with the other sheep and lambs. I 
named all of them and I felt lost for awhile 
without them, but those were happy days. 

When my husband Dwight passed away in an 
auto accident, I was left with 4 young children. I 
met and married Abe Unruh and the folks treated 
him as their son. 

When the blackberries got ripe in August, we 
would all go to the ranch. Abe helped Papa, and 
Nana would line us up with buckets. Barbara (my 
oldest-Abe’s daughter, but she’s always been 
mine), Mike, Mitch, Mindy, Mac and me ... we'd 
very slowly make our way to the blackberries. 
Slowly because the kids had no love for picking 
blackberries. 

“All you do, Mom, is make jelly, then give a lot 
of it away, after all our work”. I tried to keep all 
of us somewhat together, but we’d keep seeing 
nicer berries, always off just a bit, and I’d lose 
sight of one or two. Mindy and Mac took that 
opportunity to silently steal away and play when 
I'd discover they were gone, the calling would 
begin and eventually they’d wander back. When 
we had our buckets full, we’d go back to the 
house and I'd fill the sink on the back porch with 
water and wash all of them . Then I’d put them 
in a BIG old pressure cooker Nana had and when 
we were ready to start for home, the berries 
were ready to start working on, they were clean 
and the ride back to Medford (or Phoenix) 
caused the juice to run, so it really helped. 
Looking back, I know God was protecting this 
silly mother and her brood because there were 
rattlesnakes around (and they still are), and now 
T would NEVER take my children into thick berry 
vines, even thought they all knew to be very 
alert and watchful. 

Before we'd leave for home, we always had 
one of Nana’s delicious chicken dinners- that 
morning after we'd gotten there, she’d go pick 
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out a chicken, kill it, dress it and fry it. When I 
hear the word “fresh” in regards to chicken 
dinners, I know no one else’s dinner could be 
fresher than ours! She also usually had baked 2 
pies. Nana could get a big meal together faster 
than anyone I've ever known. She'd grab a 
handful of “this”, a pinch of “that” and 
everything always turned out great. 

She talked to me a lot about day-to-day 
problems and she almost always had a solution, 
because she had had a lot of experience with 
problems and had , had a very hard life when 
she was younger. Although Dwight passed away 
when our children were very young, Nana and 
Papa never stopped being family, and after Papa 
passed away, we remained mother and daughter 


as long as Nana lived. I still miss both of them. 
BR: Mindy & Tom Sakraida, Mac, Nana, Mike & Jackie Burrell, 
Marlene Vieisides (niece)Mid R: Jill - Paul Burrell, Marie Burrell 
Unruh-Tara Sakraida, Abe Unruh-Greg Sakraida, Shane & Barbara 
Loucks FR: Brooke & Michael Burrell 


as 


OZIE AND PAPA BURRELL 


Memories by Shirl Bandy 


It was probably in ’57 or so that I first got to 
come out to the Buckhorn Ranch. I was 6 or 7 
at the time. From the time we left the highway, 
I know that I was awestruck, ‘cause its just 
beautiful out here in the spring ... it was actually 
in the fall the first time that what struck me was 

_ all the irrigation up here ... it was so green. 

Nana and Papa Burrell’s son, Dwight, was 
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killed in a car accident, and his wife Marie re- 
married my dad’s best friend. Abe Unruh, so I 
got to know their children (Nana’s and Papa’s 
grandchildren) for most of my school days, with 
them, I got to go out to the Buckhorn ranch. 

It was funny as all get out to see us all go 
somewhere, because you have all these old 
Chevy pickups. My dad was always last in line, 
and here’s all these old ‘52 or ‘54 Chevy pickups 
making a little procession, pulling these little old 
camp trailers. In those days all the kids rode in 
the back cause there was not room to get 
everybody in the front. It’s just so clear in my 
memory to look back at that now, and we came 
out here and Ozie wouldn’t let us leave without 
feeding us. And I thought that was really 
strange that we went to somebody’s house that I 
didn’t know and they made us eat. 

We stood right here on this porch, which 
hasn’t changed very much, although it used to 
be wood. I don’t know how you grew up, but 
my parents expected us to be quiet all the time. 
Kids should be seen and not heard. And when I 
asked Ozie if I could go upstairs, my mother 
could have killed me. Ozie said yes, and I went 
up there and sat and looked out the window. 
She had lace curtains up there and my parents 
had to drag me out of the upstairs when we got 
ready to leave ‘cause I just sat there 
daydreaming about how beautiful it was, all this 
irrigated ground. I always wanted to live in a 
two-story house. 

Papa was real quiet and Ozie was the boss, the 
way I remembered it. When she was around, 
she was the boss. She was the one that was 
outspoken. I don’t know, maybe he was just 
quiet on account of he didn’t speak in front of 
people that much. They had a great love for one 
another, a great love for their family, and a great 
love for the land. The land was really important 
to them. 

How they got here is a story by itself. Ozie 
says in her memoirs, that they came out here 
and looked at the place and Arthur didn’t like it 
and said ‘let’s go home’. So they went back to 
New Mexico, where they owned quite a lot of 
land. They weren’t living on the land that they 
owned ... they were working for a mine. He was 
working at the power generating plant ... and 
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Ozie was cooking a lot there. 

They came back a year later, and they went 
over to Eastern Oregon, and a hell of a 
snowstorm came. He said ‘get me outta here. 
We've left a mess just like this.’ Eastern Oregon 
has a lot the same look as New Mexico does. So 
they came over here and came back to this same 
place. Arthur went up on the hill to see what he 
thought they might be able to raise ... they had 
cattle and horses, but they were basically 
farmers. He came back and he said he’d decided 
to buy it. She said that it was a good thing, 
because she’d made the deal while he was gone, 
and gotten it for a thousand dollars less than the 
year before. I can just see her doing it, too. 

During the summers, Ozie would put all the 
kids in the pickup and everybody had their .22’s 
and we’d go up and down the road shooting 
digger squirrels. 

They were pretty ingenious. Ozie was an artist 
... she painted. Arthur was a bit of an engineer. 
His grandson told me that he really liked 
dynamite. He kept dynamite out here and was a 
big fan of blasting stumps and rocks out of his 
way. 

Ozie never had a fancy house, always very 
comfortable and very clean. She kept things up 
very weil. Always had a big garden. Barbara 
slept in the room above the kitchen, and the 
chimney ran through the middle of the room. 
She always told me that she wouldn't get up in 
the morning until Grandpa got the fire roaring 
just right. 

Ozie stayed her about a year after Arthur died, 
and then she moved in on Cabbage Lane ... a 
little road in between Phoenix and Talent. It was 
really sad, because her house burned 

Before the fire, she went hunting with us a lot. 
Once, Mom was driving; I was in the middle, and 
Ozie was on the right and had her old dog with 
her. And the old dog just stunk to high heaven, 
‘cause he didn’t have any teeth left in him, and 
Mom says ‘Ozie you need to roll that window 
down.’ Ozie says ‘Jane, it’s cold and raining.’ 
Mom says ‘I don’t care, you gotta roll that 
window down. We gotta get some air in here.’ 

I don’t think there was power in this house 
when they bought it. She served on the power 
board for out here, and she had a lot to do with 
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getting the Lake Creek school district merged 
with the Eagle Point district. 

I didn’t know that Papa played the fiddle until 
Mike was out here visiting. Mike told me that 
Papa would take the kids in the living room and 
play the fiddle all the time for them evenings and 
weekends which I think is pretty neat. 

There were three boys and two girls as 
grandkids, (Marie ‘Burrell’ Unruh children) and 
when they came out here a while back, it was 
like old home week. First off, we’ve all gotten 
older. And Mike and Mac look just like Papa. It’s 
like here they are standing here, and it was 
going back in time. We had all gone to school 
together, we all grew up together, and we 
worked in the hayfields a lot and have them 
standing here, it was like I was looking at Papa. 
This is my friend, standing here talking to me 
that I grew up with, and I haven’t gotten any 
older, but all of a sudden Mike looks just like his 
grandfather. What happened here? 

Of course they have totally different memories. 
They intimately knew their grandparents. They 
spent a lot of time here. They lived out her until 
their dad died. But they were all pretty young 
when their dad died. But they came out her and 
stayed a lot. We spent a day here wandering 
around going through memories of what 
everybody could remember. It was funny, I 
could remember some things that they couldn't 
and of course they remembered tons of things 
that I didn't. 

I was awestruck at how much the 
grandchildren have those wonderful values that 
their-grandparents had with their wives and their 
kids and all that. That’s the thing that hit me the 
most ... that I remember what I would call these 
kind and gentle people, and that their grandkids, 
are that way and a lot that goes to their parents, 
but a lot of it also goes to their grandparents. 
Mostly, it’s just incredible how they handed their 
values down to the people around them. All of 
their kids and grandkids are just wonderful. 

Ozie and Papa are just memories now, but the 
way they made me feel when they were around 
made me feel like I was part of the family. And 
to now be living where they did, } think theyre 
still a big part of this place. 

(South Fork Little Butte Creek Road) 
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AUNT OZIE 


By Camille Wood, great niece of Ozie’s 
Daughter of Ozie’s niece Bethene 


Well, my story begins ... I was very young and 
we came up from southern California for the 
summer to visit Aunt Ozie. As always it was a 
memorable and exciting adventure, especially 
from the perspective of a little beach bum who 
had never spent time in the country, much less 
onaranch! One day I was out back with Ozie 
and she said, we were gong to have chicken for 


I know it was going to be the one that I had just 
been feeding and thinking how cute is that!!! 
The next think I knew she has grabbed that 

chicken, threw it over an old tree stump and 
chopped off its HEAD!!!!!! OMG!! There was a 
chicken chasing me with no head!!!! At least 
that is what I thought. I ran so hard screaming 
all the way to the house and practically broke the 


had supper. And guess what was on the table?? 
That poor little chicken that I loved soooomuch! 
Needless to say, I couldn't eat it. 

Then there was the milk! I made her drive all 
the way into town to get some real milk, not that 
cow stuff she got in the mornings!!! I think I 
made her crazy! 

The other time is when my cousin Mindy and I 
went riding double on Ginger, the horse. We got 
knocked off by a tree limb. We hit heads and 
wound up on the ground! The horse left us and 
went back to the ranch and here comes Aunt 
Ozie on the tractor trying to find us! She was 
something else .. Uncle Arthur and Aunt Ozie 
reminded me of Ma and Pa Kettle!!_ She ran the 
place, that was for sure! I still remember her 
putting on those big old rubber boots and taking 
the shovel and off she would go to change the 
water in the irrigation ditch!! It was dark if I 
remember right? Barely the crack of dawn!! 

Then there was the time some of us kids tried 
to smoke a cigarette behind the barn. THAT WAS 
the KISS OF DEATH!!! I never saw someone so 
mad in my whole life as aunt Ozie was!! I still 
don’t remember where we got them.. Now that I 
look back we could have burned the barn down!! 
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One of the dumbest things I did was get 
between the old bull (I think it was Dandy) and 
the stall, I almost lost my life!! All he did was 
shift from one leg to the other but, that was just 
enough to pin me. Once again Ozie to the 


trouble on ONE Vacation was beyond me!! I bet 
she was so happy when our vacation was over!! 

She probably was yelling good-bye at the top of 

her lungs. 
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Br- Arthur Burrell-Charlie Malcolm-Marie ‘Burrell’ Unruh 


Mid - Mike Burrell, Camille Wood, Ozie Burrell, Marie ‘Malcolm’ Fuller 
Fr- Mac, Mitch Burrell, Mattie Malcolm, standing front Mindy Burrell 


Buckhom Ranch 1942 
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Aunt Ozie 
A Reason for Believin’ 


This is a tribute to my Aunt Ozie. 


There are no childhood memories of mine that 
do not have Aunt Ozie in them. She was that 
much of a presence in our lives. I spent more 
time with her and Uncle Arthur than any other 
grandparent figure in my life. With the exception 
of Granny. 

The history of the relationship of the two 
families- goes back to a time that her family and 
the Simmons family new each other from New 
Mexico. My mother Jody (Simmons) Walch new 
Aunt Ozie from another time. My mother was 
born in the South West. The Simmons family 
were friends of Aunt Ozie and Uncle Arthur, the 
Simmons moved to Oregon after Aunt Ozie had 
relocated here. 

Haying season at Aunt Ozie’s was a 
wonderful time, hot summer days, home made 
lemonade, the best fried chicken (ever), 
watermelon, potato salad, and when the hay was 
in - lots of swimming. Aunt Ozie didn’t swim but 
T'll never forget her getting in the water with us. 
The swimmin’ hole was great, you got thrown in 
washed down the rapids and bobbed up like an 
apple to start the whole process all over again! 

Master of the one legged Milking Stool! 
That is what Aunt Ozie was, she could milk cows 
on that one legged stool like nobody’s business. I 
tried it, and immediately fell over, nearly tipping 
over the milk bucket and making Aunt Ozie 
laugh, had I knocked over the milk bucket that 
would have been another story. 

Sledding on the upper hay pasture, my 
cousin Loren and I loved to play in the snow and 
winters at Aunt Ozie’s were much better for 
sledding. One winter in particular we went 
sledding on the upper pasture (HILL) and had a 
great sled run going, of course there was the 
issue of intense speed, fences, and trees, but we 
were fearless, speed after all - adrenaline 
and when you feel the rush of the wind and the 
snow in your face who cares about an oak tree 
coming up fast! 
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Riding in the Truck with Aunt Ozie! I 
loved helping her clean out ditches, feeding her 
cows, we would go bumping along and I would 
go bouncing up and down on the seat of her 
truck, giggling and she would say hang on 
Shannee, and I would try but I think she got a 
kick out of going over the bumps bouncing us 
both all around. 

Uncle Arthur rolling cigarettes! Uncle 
Arthur had this wonderful chair out on the porch, 
I would go sit out by him at his feet and my 
favorite thing to do for him was to roll his 
cigarettes for him. I became a master of the 
craft. Those were peaceful times he would pat 
the top of my head for a job well done. I would 
give him a big hug around the neck for just 
being him; I loved the sound of his voice and his 
gentle presence. The smell of the grape vines 
that grew on that side of the porch, those were 
better times, peaceful, contemplative times, a 
person didn’t have to talk much —you could learn 
from just being. Looking at the mountain across 
the way and listening to the doves cooing it was 
God's country. 

The Dogs! Bootsy (Boots) now there was an 
amazing dog, three legs and he could do 
anything, I hung all over him, I would hitch him 
up to a wagon and he would pull me around, he 
guarded us kids from all kinds of mishaps, 
snakes, berry patches, ornery cows, you name it 
... he was the ultimate protector, gosh I loved 
that dog! They had another cow dog too, his 
name escapes me, but I remember when they 
got him as a pup and Boots showed him who 
was still boss. I remember that that dog had the 
softest hair ever and I loved petting him, Boots 
would always try to get between us, brings a 
smile to my face to this day. 

Baking with Aunt Ozie, she made incredible 
biscuits, breads and pies. Wow.. 

I would stand on the stool beside her and get 
covered with flour she would be very tolerant of 
me. But when I was at her house my attention 
span was not the greatest, and if you were not 
paying attention she would shoo you out! I was 
always thinking about the next adventure that 
lay ahead outside. But we were always a willing 
audience when it came to eating the finished 
product. 
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Salvation. My Aunt Ozie was a praying 
machine! Thank God! My church experience 
only came from her picking me up when I was 
very young taking me with her to Sunday school 
and vacation bible school at the Brownsboro 
Church in Brownsboro. She would come by our 
house in her pickup truck all dressed up and I 
would run out the door to go with her. Sunday 
school was my first exposure to large buckets of 
paste. We were making bible covers for our 
bibles and I remember a boy sitting next to me 
trying to convince me of the gourmet quality and 
palatable features of Paste! Yike?. I remember 
riding home with Aunt Ozie and telling her about 
the boy who could not seem to stop eating the 
paste. She told me that he was eating cow’s 
hooves! Short and to the point. Well I could not 
wait to tell him the next Sunday what he was 
really eating! 

I got saved that summer I came to know the 
chemical make up of paste and more importantly 
Jesus. A traveling Evangelist came through with 
shiny black hair and a hell fire and brimstone 
message, and you know what, it took. I wanted 
to know this Savior he spoke of, he tried to tell 
me I was too young to go up front when they 
made the alter call, and sent me back to sit 
down, but I said no I wasn’t too young and I did 
not want to go back and sit down, I wanted this 
Jesus in my heart, Aunt Ozie smiled and said I 
did not have to sit down and to go on back up 
there. So I did. 

The ride home was a quiet one Aunt Ozie just 
kept on smilin’ and so did I. I had the most 
fuzzy warm feeling inside. 

Thank you Aunt Ozie for the greatest gift of all. 

Shannon ‘Walch’ Howell 


Tw 


Fs a ta r a ae 
Mac B., Becky W., Mindy B., Gregg W., 
Mitch B., Olen W., Willard W., Mike B. 
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TALES OF THE SOUTH FORK 
“Ozie Burrell Was A Doer” 
By Paul F. Wendt 
Lake Creek Newsletter 1992 


The Burrell ranch was just below Hostutler’s 
and had land on both sides of the South Fork. 
Their cattle pastured in the summer on the old 
Farlow place at the head of Deer Creek Gorge. 
There was a nice flat up there and lot of good 
water. The old Farlow house was still standing 
but trees were growing out of the windows. The 
family had left the farm up there when they 
moved down on the Creek at Turning Rock. 
(Now Susan Shoemaker's) 

When Ozie had to quit riding horseback, she 
walked her cattle (about 30 head) up the old 
Deer Creek road every summer after their hay 
was cut. The cattle came home when they 
pleased and usually through our gate. -It was not 
unusual for Ozie to hike up to the Farlow range 
twice a week during the summer. When I 
committed on the trip to her, she reminded me 
that the Farlow kids had made that trip twice a 
day for several years, on their way to school. 

Arthur and Ozie had an unusual water system. 
Their spring was on the south side of Little Butte 
Creek, about 1/2 mile from their house. Arthur 
had rigged up a 1 inch plastic hose which 
crossed the creek on a scaffold arrangement. 

A friend of theirs had volunteered to come out 
with a 4 wheel drive and heavy winch, to salvage 
and reconnect the water line after the 1964 
flood. The woods along the creek bank still held 
about foot or so of water, and all traces of a 
road were gone. I volunteered to help. 

We drove about 15 yards through the water 
and then dragged the winch chain to a sturdy 
tree. I had to walk through waist-deep water, 
but was fascinated with the process. 

As we got closer to the creek, the water got 
deeper and the going was rougher. Finally, we 
got stuck and I was sent back to Ozie for a pick 
and shovel. When I left Joe and the pick-up, the 
truck was in sight and plastic water line was 
thrashing around in the current like a big black 
snake. The winch was anchored to a big poplar, 
which looked sturdy enough. 
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When I returned a few moments later with the 
tools, the poplar tree and the pick-up were gone. 
Ozie’s friend was sitting on the top of the truck 
cab in the middle of South Fork. He was holding 
one end of the water line and LAUGHING. 

An hour and a half later, Ozie, Arthur and I 
had rescued him, dragging him through the 
current at the end of the strong rope. Needless 
to say, we had to abandon the truck for the time 
being. 

I recall asking Ozie later about her friend Joe 
and his adventurous behavior and sense of 
humor. “He’s not worried”, she said, “You see 
he only borrowed the pick-up from a friend”! 

A few months later, a fire broke out on the 
hills behind their house. Within moments, Ozie 
had gathered four of us in the back of her pick- 
up with water barrels and gunnysacks. Up the 
hills we went-slipping and sliding in the dry 
grass, hacking away at the flames underfoot, 
which were riding the wind and the hills. 

That day might have marked the origins of the 
Lake Creek Volunteer Fire Department. 

Everyone on the Creek realized that, if that fire 
had gotten away, it might have gone all the way 
to Fish Lake. We talked about a fire department 
as we Sat around Ozie’s kitchen table, trying to 
recapture our energy and bandaging our hurts. 

Ozie was full of good advice about horses, 
although she’d given up riding. As Californians, 
we were regarded as fair game by all the horse 
traders in the area. The action usually started as 
soon as we showed up at the Auction. Johnny 

Millard had a special technique for selling horses 
to Californians. He'd bring his five-year old 
daughter along with the horse he hoped to sell, 
to demonstrate how gentle and well-trained the 
horse was. Seeing a little girl riding around the 
corral on a great big horse, filled the buyer with 
confidence. If more proof was necessary, 
Johnny himself would jump on the horse 
bareback and leap over a few fences, and then 
leap off in front of the buyer. 

That was how I bought “Flash”. At the time, I 
didn’t know what a “proud gelding” was, but I 
soon found out after we had bought him. It was 
Ozie who explained it to me. 
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“Your Flash is still half a stallion”! she said, as 
she was picking gravel out of my forehead and 
sponging up the blood from my face. I had the 
distinctions of being thrown off the same horse 
three times in two hours. The last time it had 
happened was in front of Ozie’s barn. And that 
was why I was sitting on her toilet seat while she 
bandaged my wounds. 

John Walch owned land, grazing rights, and 
cattle up and down the South Fork. Almost 
every day he rode his old tractor up the road, 
and often back into the BLM forest. He was 
looking for feed and water for his sizable herd of 
Black Angus. 

Ozie and John were friends and fellow 
members of the Grange, BUT, her cattle were 
Herefords, and she had no use for John’s “Black 
Stuff’, as she called them. 

Whenever John’s cattle roamed onto Ozie’s 
land, the party line would buzz, and sooner or 
later John would chug up the road on his old 
tractor. 

Most of us who owned Herefords drove our 
cattle, usually on horseback. But John Walch led 
his cattle on foot, talking to them as they 
followed his steps. I recall watching him retrieve 
about ten head of his “Black Stuff” who had 
broken into my spring a mile and a half up the 
mountain. I had offered to saddle a horse and 
ride up to help him. John said it wasn’t 
necessary and started up the mountain. In less 
than a hour, he came striding back down the 
lane leading to the barn with all these cattle 
following. I was still eating my breakfast when I 
saw him lead them out of our gate. 

Earnest Hostutler had the biggest and meanest 
bull on the Creek. He paid no attention to fences 
and less to me and my big stick whenever the 
cows were about. There were certain 
advantages in having him service our cows, but 
Alice insisted that I phone Earnest when the bull 
took over her flower and vegetable garden. He 
was a man of few words. When I asked him 
what I should do about the bull, he said, “Shoot 
him”, which, translated, meant “Don’t bother 
me”! , 


Summer 2010 


Not long after, Carol Lane was walking down 
the road bringing two or three of our wandering 
cows home. Jake, her husband, refused to 
chase cows. Ernie's bull decided he’d follow the 
cows. One thing led to another! The bull broke 
through the fence and was trotting behind Carol. 
Looking over her shoulder, she lifted her skirts 
and ran like a banshee, all 200 pounds of her, for 
our gate. 

“JAKE, JAKE”!, she hollered, “HELP“! Jake, 
sitting on my porch with a beer in hand, 
remained calm. “HE AIN’T AFTER YOU”! he 
shouted, “SLOW DOWN”! A side to me, he said. 
“I'm afraid she'll have a heart attack”. 

The bull passed Carol at full speed, and caught 
up with the cows inside our gate. Carol headed 
home in tears, swearing that it was the last time 
she would try a round-up. 

We still hear from Ozie at Christmas. Arthur 
has gone but she lives in a cute little house in 
Phoenix, OR on Cabbage Lane. I was about to 
write that her many grandchildren she always 
bragged about were caring for her, but a better 
guess is that Ozie is taking care of them! 

POSTSCRIPT: This story was written before 
Ozie passed away in 1989. She was 90 years 
old. Ozie and Arthur Burrell lived at 8190 S. F. 
Little Butte Cr. Rd. between the 6 and 7 mile 
marker. Which is presently owned by Richard 
and Shirl Bandy (2010) 
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POST NOTE: I want to Thank! family and 
friends for all the wonderful stories about 
Arthur and Ozie Burrell. As I was reading 
and retyping all these stories for the 
newsletter, it reminded me how wonderful 
these two people were. 

When Elmer, I and our three children lived 
up at the Gilkey’s place. One night we were 
coming home from buying groceries and 
doing our washing,(we did not take time to 
dry the cloths in town, because the weather 
was getting bad). It was getting dark by this 
time. Guess we should have started home 
earlier because we just got pasted the 
Burrell’s place and water was over the road, 
so we turned around and went back to the 
Burrell’s. They were so gracious, they put us 
up for the night and since we had wet 
diapers, Ozie hung them on a wood rack and 
set it by the woodstove and by morning they 
were dry. We were able to go home the 
next morning. Then in a few days the big 
storm hit and the flood of 1964. 

We attended the Brownsboro Church during 
those years and I do not believe Ozie ever 
missed a Sunday. Nor did the George's. 

Marilyn Maloney 
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CAN YOU IDENIFY THESE TWO 
GIRLS WITH ARTHUR BURRELL? 
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Seasonal Gathering at Ozie and Arthur 
Burrell’s Ranch Little Butte Creek 


Around 1960 
By Greg Walch 
Reprint from Summer 2007 Newsletter 


I say ‘seasonal’ because I know it must have 
been around Thanksgiving or Christmas. I 
remember there were a lot of people there. The 
Burrells had quite an extended family, and many 
were in attendance, including Mac, who was 
about a year younger than I, and Mindy, his 
sister who is my age, then Mitch, and Mike, the 
oldest boy. Also Barbara who was their step- 
sister. She was about twelve. I was about 
eight. Barbara and I were gathering rocks at the 
edge of a rock outcropping above the irrigation 
ditch behind the house. There were flat pieces 
that had been loosened, when you turned these 
flakes of rock over they had pretty blue rings, 
almost the color and shape an oil stlck on water 
makes at times. 

When you look up the hill from the driveway 
this is the outcropping just to the left, above the 
ditch. It’s pretty high, maybe twelve to twenty 
feet, somewhere in that range. I slipped, and 
fell, landing flat on my back in about an inch of 
water, in the bottom of the ditch. It knocked the 
wind right out of me, and I couldn't get it back 
right away, which was scarier than the fall. 
Barbara hurried down off of the rock to me. She 
was a very strong girl, and she was scared as 
well, which no doubt helped her pick me up and 
carry me down off of that steep bank and into 
the house. 

When my mom and Ozie saw me and Barbara 
told them about the fall, they immediately 
decided I needed an examination. Ozie removed 
a few items from the top of a table in the dining 
room and laid me out and began removing my 
clothes. Off came my shirt and I was getting my 
wind back now. Off came my shoes, and I 
started to protest, feebly. Off came my socks, 
and I was beginning to get my voice.; Off came 
my undershirt and I was getting enough air now 
to begin to struggle and squeal. “Whats’ the 
matter with this boy, Jody”, asked Ozie. “Greg, 
quit fighting us now, we need to take down your 
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pants so we can look you over”, my mom said. 

Now the fight was really on. You can imagine 
that a young boy might be very modest at just 
about this age. And you can imagine a couple of 
women stripping him down in the dining room in 
front of God and everybody, and how 
embarrassing that might be, but what you 
haven't been apprised of are the extenuating 
circumstances. 

You see, earlier in the day, when we were 
getting ready to go up the creek, I had been 
unable to find any clean underwear. Of course 
this was my fault, because I hadn't been paying 
attention to getting all my clothes picked up and 
placed in the dirty clothes basket, so they had 
missed the last washing. So my mother had a 
solution. One which she was sure would 
encourage me to remember to pick up after 
myself. 

She went into my sisters dresser drawer and 
came back with a pair of beautiful ruffled 
panties. Oh yeak! Pink. With rows of ruffles 
sticking out about an inch all the way across the 
back, all up and down. There was a fight getting 
them on me, but this was no skirmish now, this 
was a desperate struggle to save face. 
Unfortunately, I was no match for these two 
grown women, and I was ultimately exposed as 
having more than just some ‘ruffled feathers’ 
from my fall. Fortunately, there were no broken 
bones, just a few abrasions and scratches. Most 
of the damage was to my pride, and that must 
not have been too lasting, or I wouldn't be telling 
the story now. 

I must say however, that I never, ever have 
worn another pair of ruffled panties since. I 
swear. 
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ERNESTYN THOMPSON CHARLEY 


Ernestyn Thompson Charley, 91 passed away 
in Llano, TX, on March 9, 2010. She was born 
on June 15, 1981, in Gainesville, FL., to John 
Bert Thompson and Georgia Cobb Thompson. 

During her early years, she lived in Florida, the 
Virgin Islands and Louisiana. Her mother, 
Georgia, died when Ernestyn was six years old 
and she was sent by ship through the Panama 
Canal on her own, to live with her Aunt Jennie 
and Uncle Jim Thompson in Upland, CA. her 
father remarried, to Pauline Paulsen, when she 
was a teenager and she re-joined her family in 
Central Point, OR. She attended Central Point 
High School where she graduated in 1936. 

Ernestyn went to work at the Rogue Valley 
Creamery in Central Point, where she met Clinton 
‘Pete’ Charley. They were married in 1939, and 
lived in the Rogue Valley most of their lives. 
When Pete preceded her in death, they had been 
married almost 69 years. Ernestyn worked as a 
bookkeeper, in the post office and as a real 
estate agent. She had many hobbies including 
being a 4-H leader, contesting, collecting stamps, 
coins and teddy bears. She loved dogs and her 
favorite charity was the Dogs for the Deaf in 
Sam’s Valley. She and Pete were excellent 
dancers and enjoyed going to dances with their 
many friends. During her last years she worked 
on family genealogy. As a mother, she was the 
best, spending a good deal of time supporting 
her children with their interests and projects. 
She will be greatly missed. 

Ernestyn was preceded in death by her 
parents; her husband; and younger brother, 
Albert Thompson. She is survived by her 
children; son, Michael (Mike) Charley and his 
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wife, Sherry Sprague Charley, of Westford, Mass. 
And daughter, Patricia (Patsy) Charley Edwards 
and her husband, John William Edwards, of 
Llano, TX. She leaves two granddaughters, Julie 
Edwards Marshall and her husband Kevin 
Marshall of Round Rock, TX, and Sherri Edwards 
Olson and her husband, Brad Olson, of Ashland, 
OR. She has four great grandchildren Gary and 
Tessa Marshall and Tate and Annabelle Olson. 
She is also survived by her brother, John Gray 
Thompson, of Portland, OR.; and numerous 
nieces and nephews. Ernestyn Charley was a 
member of the Shepherd of the Valley Catholic 
Church in Central Point. A memorial service will 
be held at a future date. 


Post Note: Clinton ‘Pete’ Charley wrote a book on 
his life. Entitled:”...And a Good Time Was Had 
By All” 1917-2007. We have two copies of this 


book in the Lake Creek Historical Society library. 
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KAREN IRENE ‘MARSHALL’ FRINK 


Karen Frink passed away on March 28, 2010. 
Karen was born on September 16, 1958, in 
Medford, OR to her parents, Lester Wayne and 
Mary Alice Marshall. Karen was involved in 
several local organizations in the community. 
Karen was married to Steven Frink (1958-2002). 
They had two children Ryan and Stacy Frink and 
eight grandchildren, Karen’s memorial service 
was help on April 3, 2010 at the Eagle Point 
Grange in Eagle Point, OR. Donations can be 
made to the hepatitis Research Foundation. 
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IN LOVING MEMORY 


By Debbie ‘Walch’ Bellm 


My Mom and Dad are Buck and Vera Walch, 
we live up the road near Lake Creek. The 
Marshall's have been family friends of ours for as 
long as I can remember. Lester Marshall, 
Karen’s grandfather was mine and my brothers 
bus driver and Hala Marshall has been grand-ma 
Hala to my daughter since she was born. We 
grew up with Karen and went to the same school 
our whole lives. My Mom had Karen in 4-H for 
sewing and cooking. 

I always remember Karen as a spunky little girl 
with a quick and ready smile for everyone. She 
was always busy at something and seemed to 
have a purpose for everything she did. She 
carried that over into her senior year, when 
Eagle Point high schoo! started running out of 
money and cut the class hours. Karen, not one 
to sit around and wait for her education, signed 
up at Merritt Davis business college and went 
one half day to high school and then the other 
half day to Merritt Davis. And this was all during 
her senior year. Before she even graduated as a 
medical secretary, she had lined up a job at the 
Medford Clinic. 

She then moved on to work for Dr. Mac and 
June Beyer’s but after two years they told her 
“Karen, you are doing a great job, but we just 
don't think this is going to work out, we are 
spending more time treating you, then the 
patients.” You catch every darn thing that those 
sick people bring in here!” 

Wanting to stay in the medical field, Karen 
then went to work for one of the vet clinics on 
Hwy 62. Karen loved all animals, and never met 
one that she did not like and care for. She loved 
them so much that she would bring every stray 
or hurt animal that crossed her path into the vet 
clinic to be treated and cared for. She would tell 
anyone that called or she saw regardless of the 
situation, if they had a hurt animal to just, “bring 
em on down”. Weil take care of them! After a 
while the veterinarian said. Well Karen, you are 
doing a great job here, but this is just not going 
to work out, we’d at least like to make some 
money off of all these hurt animals your are 
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bringing in. 

Karen then decided to further her education 
and went back to school for business 
administration and accounting. She had a job all 
lined up as soon as school was over at Fountain 
Plaza Retirement Center when they first opened 
as the office manager and held that position until 
her husband was promoted and transferred to 
Portland. 

Karen then found a job as a receptionist for a 
construction company who was building the light 
rail for Portland Transit. She had not been there 
very long before they asked her if she thought 
she could do anything else, she whipped out her 
resume right off of her laptop computer and 
handed it to them. Next thing she knew, her 
boss told her to move into her new office and 
hire a receptionist, as she was now the official 
new office manager at a really good starting 
salary. Her star had risen and she began to 
shine brightly! She never looked back after that, 
as she began to rise in the company. They 
wanted to promote her and have her move to 
their corporate office down in Pasadena, CA. 
When she expressed reluctance to move down 
there, they flew her back and forth, providing a 
company car and paid all expenses. When she 
did decide to move down to Southern California, 
they paid for her to move, picked up her 
household and flew her entire family down. She 
completely changed their bookkeeping system 
creating checks and balances and began flying to 
all of their offices to oversee and manage their 
bookkeeping systems. 

Then one day Karen called Wayne and said, 
“Dad, I quit my job”. Wayne went into orbit, and 
Karen could not get a word in edgewise as he 
went on and on, “saying how young people most 
did not understand the value of a good job, and 
she was making more money than he ever 
thought to make in his lifetime! Karen kept 
trying to say something but he kept going on, till 
she finally hollered, “WHOA DAD!!” Well 
anybody that has raised and been around horses 
their whole life, knew to STOP, when somebody 
say whoa! Karen then proceeded to tell her dad, 
that she had been pursued, offered and accepted 
a position with the primary construction company 
who build all of che Kaiser hospitals. She was 
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now making 6 figures, which was almost twice 
the amount she had been making before and 
was the senior controller, third in line of the 
entire management team. 

One day Karen called her dad and told him 
that she wanted a horse. Wayne told her that 
she did not need a horse, she could not afford 
one, and that she could just rent one at the 
stable. Karen told him that she could afford one, 
which she could, and that she was tired of riding 
those horses that acted like they were at the 
pony rides at the carnival going around and 
around in circles. Wayne thought about it a bit 
and told her that she could have one of his 
horses and that Rusty the quarter horse mare 
would work just fine for her. That was when, 
after telling Karen that he would haul Rusty 
down to Los Angeles for her, that Wayne later 
discovered that he had made a very huge 
mistake ... Very Huge! 

Wayne and Alice left at 3 am towing Rusty in 
the horse trailer behind and arrived down in L.A. 
at about 5 pm, which is rush hour. Alice kept 
telling Wayne that he needed to pull over to get 
to the exit that Karen had instructed them to 
turn at, but no matter what Wayne tried, amidst 
angry people raising their fist to him, tires 
screeching and horns honking, no one would let 
him over. They missed the exit and could not 
turn around to get back to where they needed to 
be. They finally pulled over at a gas station and 
called Karen to come get them. She knew right 
where they were, got there in about 45 minutes 
and told Wayne just to follow her to the stables. 
She said she would go slow, and pulled out. 
Wayne watched as she darted in and out of 
traffic like a little rabbit while he attempted to 
follow her, amidst wild tire screeching, honking, 
and angry yells behind him. They finally made it 
to the stables. When they opened up the trailer 
doors, poor old Rusty the country mare who had 
never heard anything louder than Jake brakes, 
while grazing out in the pasture, was pulled as 
far back from the lead as she could, had all four 
legs planted against the trailer walls and was bug 
eyed. Wayne told Karen that he loved her but 
was never, ever going to drive down their again, 
if he did go back down there he was going to fly 
and that someone was going to pick him up at 
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the airport. Better yet, Karen knew where they 
lived and she could come visit up here. Rusty is 
now retired happily at a stable center for 
disabled children in L.A., as Wayne said there 
was no way that he was going to haul her back 
up here. 

Karen worked for the construction company 
until she got to ill to carry on, and even then, 
before she quit, she worked out of her home for 
over a year. 

Karen then came home and began to get all of 
Brownsboro, Eagle Point, Lake Creek and at 
home in order. And that she did. She 
organized and managed the remodeling of the 
Eagle Point Grange, assisted in all bake sales, 
kept her dads books, did the taxes, took care of 
her mom after her stroke, ordered everyone’s 
medications, helped with house work, took care 
of her granddaughter, was a kind and giving 
neighbor to all, a good mother, friend, sister, 
daughter and the epitome of a good human 
being. 

Karen never gave up; she was strong, 
beautiful and wise. Wayne and Alice can be so 
very proud of the wonderful daughter they 
raised. She will be missed and always 
remembered. 

And if we know Karen, I would bet right now 
that she is up in heaven, helping the Lord 
organize and keep his books. Heaven definitely 
will be a better place because of her. 
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Post note: One day Adam stopped at the 
Pioneer Hall and I was honored to get a chance 
to visit with him. We were looking at pictures 
from when the Pioneer Hall was being remodeled 
1990. He helped in that project. 
He also mentioned when he helped his dad clean 
up trash along the road. His dad drove the pick 
up and Adam walked picking up the trash. At 
that time Adam must have been around 14 years 
of age. You will be missed Adam. 

Bill Jackson made a CD of Adam’‘s memorial. It 


is available at the hall for viewing. 
Marilyn Maloney 


ADAM ELSMAN WEHINGER 
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Adam Elsman Wehinger, age 34, died on 

April 30, 2010. He was born to Dr. Ralph E 
Wehinger and Susan E. Jones in Davenport, Iowa 
on August 13, 1975. 

Adam was raised in Eagle Point, OR. After 
graduating from Eagle Point High School., he 
joined the U.S. Marine Corps and served four 
years, stationed in Hawaii as well as Korea. After 
he was discharged, he rejoined the military, this 
time serving in the U.S. Army. He was stationed 
in Ft. Hood, Texas, before being shipped off to 
war in Iraq and Afghanistan. It was there he 
fought as a mortar man for more than a year. 
Upon his return he was honorably discharged 
due to being disabled in war with Post Traumatic 
Stress Disorder. 

Adam was a kind soul who loved his country, 
his family and his God. He enjoyed the outdoors 
and being in the mountains. He will be forever 
missed and loved by all those he left behind. 

He was preceded in death by his father, Dr. 
Ralph E. Wehinger. Adam is survived by son, 
Kaleb Wehinger; daughter, Izabelle Wehinger; 
mother, Susan E. Jones; step-father, Gregg 
Jones; step-mother, Laura Wehinger; sisters, 
Heather Solis and Chandra Smith; brother, 
Nathan Wehinger; sisters, Alisha Jones and 
Michelle Jones; beloved grandparents, uncles, Ete So : , See € 
aunts, cousins, nieces and nephews. oa By ae Peters; Photo by Jeannie Bruce Ff 

Memorial service was held at the Central Point : 

Assembly of God Church on May 8, 2010. 
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VEGETARIAN COOKING SCHOOL COMING YOUR WAY 


It was with great pleasure that the Ladies of the Shady Point Seventh-day Adventist Church, with a little 
help from the men, were able to present to our new friends in the Lake Creek area a “Vegetarian Tasting 
Affair”. On Sunday May 23, 2010 at the Pioneer Hall. 

Oh, wasn’t that food delicious? It was really difficult to find one that you could call your favorite. The 
Fruit Punch was ambrosia (I have the recipe, do you?). And the Tofu “Eggless” Salad, Mmmm! I also dearly 
love mushrooms, and the turnovers made from mushrooms were finger licking good. And how about that 
Noodle Mushroom Casserole that was loaded with Cashew Nuts and Chow Mein Noodles? See, I said it 
was difficult to choose one over the other. But we are glad that you enjoyed the variety of food presented 
for your tasting. You voted with your empty plates, you know. 

Good News! On JULY _ 11, those good ladies will conduct a Vegetarian Cooking School for you. There 
you will see with your own eyes how these delicious dishes are put together. You will get a little “hands on” 
experience to help you prepare those dishes in your own kitchen for your family. Again there will be recipes 
and books available. At the Pioneer Hall. 

Also, coming up in SEPT, with the help of Trained and Certified Personnel, we will for your learning, be 
presenting a seminar on Natural Remedies. Ways in which you in your own home can help keep your 
family healthy, and help them to recover from colds, sprains, pulled muscles, and breathing problems. And 
of course there will be books and literature available on all these natural reliefs. Possibly even some CD’s 
or DVD’s. This will also be held at the Pioneer Hall. 

If you have any questions, feel free to call your neighbor Sandy Brown, Phone # 541-826-2839. Or Bill 
Gillaspy, Phone # 541-878-5047. We will do our best to answer your questions and keep you informed. 

Written by Bill Gillaspy 
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MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION FORM 


[ ] Family------------- $25.00 Name 

[ ] Individual----------- 10.00 Address 

[ ] Memorial---------- 100.00 City State 

{ ] Lifemember------- 500.00 Phone (day) (Evening) 

[ ] Donation of. E-Mail address 

Memorial is a new category. We now have Please check the membership category on the left and 
a memorial board. You select the name (s) mail this form with your check to: 


and dates that you want engraved ona 
1” x 2 %” brass plate. - Three lines per plate. 
Your/Yearly membership is included. Lake Creek Historical Society 
ae 1739 So. Fork Little Butte Crk. Rd. 
Eagle Point, OR 97524 


GOLF TOURNAMENT 


July 24, 2010 is the date set aside for our 2° Annual 

Golf Tournament. It will be held at the Stone Ridge 

Golf Course. Bob Moore and Rex West are again 
organizing this event. We have already started seeking donations and hole 
sponsors for this years tournament. The tournament will not only consist of prizes 
for the overall winners in the over 50 class, under 50 class, and women’s class, but 
also a putting, longest drive, and closest to the hole contest will be going on 
throughout the day. At the end of play, everyone will again be treated to a 
fantastic lunch, catered by O’BRIENS’ MOUNTAINVIEW BBQ. During the luncheon, 
raffle tickets will be drawn for the outstanding items donated by the many 
merchants across Oregon. Need more information contact LCHS 541-826-1513, 
Bob Moore 541-664-7161, or Rex West 541-826- 4954 By Julie Thompson 


The Lake Creek Letter is published quarterly by the Lake Creek Historical Society and distributed to members and 
others as designed by the Board of Directors. Subscriptions are free with membership. Single issues and back 
copies are available for .50 cents each. Copyrighted by the Lake Creek Historical Society. No part of this publication 
may be reprinted without written permission from the Society. ; 

Address all editorial communications to Lake Creek Letter C/O Lake Creek Historical Society, 1739 South Fork Little 
Butte Creek Road, Eagle Point, OR, 97524. Or email to: lakecreekhistoricalsociety@hotmail.com 

We are happy to consider queries and contributions. All material must be submitted with the writer's name, 
address and telephone number We cannot return material submitted unless a postage paid return envelope is 
included. The Lake Creek Historical Society will take care of all materials submitted, but cannot be responsible for 
loss or damage. This letter put together by Marilyn Maloney. 
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